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More Meetings with the Master 


Dear Readers, 
This is Amartyaa, Satyam’s guardian angel yet again, 
expressing her heartfelt gratitude to all of you for your 
wonderful responses to my latest memoirs (see Satyam 
Tale 42, Meeting the Master — Ed). I feel greatly satisfied that 
those touching reminiscences of Satyam’s early disciples 
struck a chord in your hearts and inspired you to strengthen 
and deepen your own connection with guru and God. 

In case you are wondering, 
gentle reader, that only those 
destined to be Satyam’s 
sannyasin disciples had such 
incredible and intense first- 
time encounters with him, 
then allow me to change that 
opinion by sharing some 
experiences of his grihasthi, 
householder, disciples, as well. 
These householder disciples 
had their own unique, lasting 
relationships with Satyam in | 
spite of the myriad duties 
and responsibilities they | 
shouldered in their winding 
journeys of life. 


Oh Guru, if you are a true Guru! 

I shall begin with Vishwaprem, whose first contact with 
Satyam was way back in 1955. As a young, sixteen-year-old 
girl with deep spiritual yearnings, she began correspondence 
with the Divine Life Society in Rishikesh and received 
guidance from Satyam’s guru, Swami Sivananda himself. 
Later when she began writing in Hindi, Satyam, who was 
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in charge of the Hindi department at the ahsram at the 
time, answered her letters. Thus started a contact and 
correspondence with the person who was eventually going 
to be her guru and spiritual guide. I relate in her own words 
how her first face-to-face meeting with her guru materialized: 


One early morning in October 1958, as | sat to meditate, | 
suddenly lost body consciousness. | heard a loud inner voice 
saying, “Come to me, come to me.” This was my first spiritual 
experience of losing body consciousness and hearing a voice 
within. | was twenty years at that time. 

In the afternoon mail that day, | received a letter from 
Swamiji asking me to come to Rajnandgaon where the 
opening of the Divine Life Society branch was being 
celebrated. | asked my father for permission to go to 
Rajnandgaon, which being in Madhya Pradesh, was quite far 
from Mumbai where we lived. My father was very upset. He 
was loath to allow his young daughter to travel unescorted to 
an unknown place and live with strangers. He persisted that it 
was no use running hither and thither in search of God: God 
was within us and we should search for Him within our hearts. 
He refused to let me go. He was absolutely adamant about it. 
Why? Was it because | was a girl, and a girl in India could not 
go unescorted to a remote place even when she was twenty 
years old? 

| wept and wept. | wanted to meet my Guru. Oh, after 
all these years; and | was not free to go. | prayed fervently to 
God and told myself if Swamiji were a real Guru, he would 
change my father’s mind. After sometime, when my father saw 
that | would not relent, he said in a light vein that if someone 
went with me, he would let me go. He knew very well that 
no one would want to waste precious time to accompany 
me to a strange place. | rang up my maternal uncle G.T. 
Harisinghani who was a spiritual seeker, but he said that he 
had just returned from his Guru, Radhaswami of Agra, and had 
exhausted his annual leave. What a blow to my tender heart it 
was, but still my faith was unshakeable. 


Again | prayed like a little child saying, “Oh Guru, if you 
are a true Guru, do perform a miracle.” | asked my uncle to at 
least apply for leave and see what happened. Later, he rang 
me and said that his boss read his leave application, looked at 
him intently and then quietly sanctioned his leave. There was 
no time to waste; no adequate preparations could be made; 
no time to inform Swamiji that we were coming; no time to 
book the tickets. 

When we reached the station, there were long queues 
for tickets at the counters and the train had only ten minutes 
before departure. | went to a window, explained that my train 
was nearly leaving, “Could | please have the tickets?” The other 
people standing in the queue started shouting saying that their 
train was also leaving and that I should stand in the queue. My 
heart cried, “Oh dear God, do not test me like this!” 

Once again, with tears in my eyes, | prayed, “Oh Guru, if 
you are a true Guru, get me the tickets or | will miss the train.” 
The officer at another counter quietly came to my counter. 
He asked me what tickets | wanted and gave them to me. | 
thanked him hurriedly and rushed to catch the train. No sooner 
were we seated in the compartment and had paid the coolie, 
when the train moved. We heaved a sigh of relief, but an 
apprehension entered my mind: What if no one was at home 
and Swamiji had already gone to the satsang hall. Again stupid 
me prayed, “Oh, my Guru, if you are a true Guru, you will be 
the first person | will meet when | reach there.” 

The date was 12 October 1958, when we arrived at the 
house of our hosts, Satyabrat and Basanti, parents of Swami 
Niranjan. Swamiji had sent everyone to the Town Hall. He was 
pacing up and down the verandah with his arms folded at the 
back as if waiting for me. A million thoughts passed through 
my mind. How did he know for sure that | was coming? | had 
not even sent him a telegram because everything happened 
so quickly that | had no time to do so. Imagine my joy and 
surprise to find him waiting for me. How unusual was my first 
meeting with Swamiji! As | drew closer, | bowed down to him. 
My heart was filled with excitement and devotion. He looked 
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at us directly. When | introduced myself, he nodded, and with 
his mischievous, playful smile and the brightest eyes | had 
ever seen, said, “Oh yes, of course. So you are here.” | was 
completely overwhelmed. Is this how a devotee feels when he 
experiences God in his vision for the first time? 

| felt like a little child who had at last found her long lost 
mother. My eyes were filled with tears of relief and pure joy. | 
could hardly contain my joy - here was at last my Messiah, an 
incarnation of divinity - and | was standing in front of him, a 


most luminous personality. Had the Guru also recognized his 
disciple? Was it from a past birth? | wish I knew for certain. 

Thus it was that on 12 October 1958, | met my Guru for 
the first time after so many years of correspondence. That 
| could come, itself appeared to be a miracle - a destiny 
which was to usher in a lifelong guru-disciple relationship; a 
relationship of complete acceptance, obedience and respect; 
a relationship which culminates into a deeper bond when all 
doubts and conflicts are resolved once and for all. 

The memory of my first meeting with Swamiji is still very 
vivid; a young and extremely thin sadhu in saffron clothes with 
a strange light on his face. He walked a swift, electric gait and 
looked around with shining, sparkling, diamond-bright eyes. | 
stayed in Rajnandgaon for a week. During my brief stay there, 
Swamiji initiated me. Today, after nearly sixty-three years, 
this remains for me an unforgettable experience. He put his 
hand on my head and an illuminating electric current passed 
through my entire body. I use the word ‘current’ and not 
‘wave’ because it was light and 
not just vibration. Is this how 
gurus pass a little of their shakti 
to their disciples who have to 
kindle this spark into divine 
fire through their personal 
sadhana? Then of course, 
there was the normal ritual of 
mantra diksha. | remember the 
little room in Dharmashakti 
and Satyabrat’s house in 
Rajnandgaon where a small fire 
was lit - a symbol of purity, of 
a spiritual relationship between 
a guru and his disciple. This 
was a relationship of trust and 
devotion that was to last for an 
entire lifetime no matter what 
the situation. 
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Vishwaprem’s relationship with her guru has lasted a 
lifetime indeed. She along with her husband, Upendra 
Baxi, contributed extensively to Swamiji’s mission despite 
work and family commitments. In the initial years, they held 
weekly satsangs in their home and helped arrange Satyam’s 
programs in Mumbai. Vishwaprem also travelled with Satyam 
across India and accompanied him as his secretary on his 
first world tour in 1968. During the formative stages of Bihar 
Yoga Bharati, both rendered yeoman services to achieve 
university status for it, bringing to fruition a long-cherished 
vision of Sivam and Satyam. 


Selfless saint 


Here is the story of another young girl who met Satyam in 
exactly the same place, just a couple of years earlier. She is 
Ratna Byohar, the younger sister of Swami Dharmashakti, 
whom Satyam fondly used to call Ramratan. Here is her 
experience in her own words: 


Swami Satyanandaji arrived in Rajnandgaon in June, 1956 
and my sister’s home became his residence. | was studying 
in school back then. A letter arrived from Sivanjali, an 
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acquaintance in Delhi, saying that a saint will reach your 
doorstep with the first showers of the monsoon. | was 
mortified of sadhus and saints in those days. The ones | had 
encountered till then had long matted hair and many strange 
malas around their neck. Staring through red, bloodshot eyes, 
they would strike their tongs and loudly utter Bam-Bam. For 
someone who would shiver with fright at their mere sight, the 
thought of a sadhu actually coming and staying at home was a 
terrifying prospect indeed! | couldn’t stomach this at all. 

My sister was busy with all the necessary arrangements 
and didn’t pay much attention to my apprehensions. Suddenly 
someone brought a note from the train station announcing 
the arrival of Swami Satyananda in Rajnandgaon. My brother- 
in-law quickly bicycled to the station, and me and my sister 
took a rickshaw. There I was astonished to see the sadhu | had 
been so afraid of. | beheld a young, slightly built, fair-skinned 
sadhu with curly hair of the colour of honey cascading to his 
shoulders. His twinkling eyes and the smile playing on his 
rosy lips radiated an aura of joy and bliss. He didn’t seem 
like a stranger at all, rather a long-lost loved one. I sat on his 
lap on the rickshaw ride back home and from then on all the 
children in the colony would be milling around him all the 
time. He would tell us stories, play games with us, and then 
we would accompany him when he went to give satsang at 
Shankar Bhavan. Over the years | learnt many elements of 
sadhana from him and would even demonstrate asanas in his 
satsangs and classes. He would fondly call me Ratna MA, the 
MA standing for Master of Asana! 

The one thing that always struck me about him was his 
selfless nature, how he would give totally of himself for the 
sake of others. | remember an episode from 1959, when he 
decided to take some of us for a sadhana shivir to a village 
some distance away. Vishwaprem and her uncle had also 
come from Mumbai. Three bullock-carts were arranged, and 
we moved slowly towards our destination. As night fell, we 
could hear the loud roars of tigers and leopards roaming in 
the surrounding jungle. Swamiji was in the first cart with other 
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men. They had flaming torches in their hands and were talking 
loudly and beating on tin drums. Soon the roars subsided and 
we continued on our journey. We jumped with joy when we 
saw the flickering lamps of the village in the distance. 

The next morning our sadhana routine started straightaway: 
cleaning and karma yoga in the morning, followed by asana- 
pranayama, japa-meditation and swadhyaya through the rest 
of the day. We had bhajan-kirtan in the evenings in which the 
villagers would also join us. Sometimes Swamiji would sit by 
the stove and cook khichadi himself in a big pot. He would 
put rice, dal, salt, turmeric and all kinds of vegetables in the 
water and at the end put in a large amount of cow’s ghee. The 
villagers would also enjoy that wonderful brahma-khichadi 
along with us. 

Fifteen days later Vishwaprem and her uncle had to 
return to Mumbai, but before her departure she developed 
high fever. This was a big problem because It was essential 
for her to return to Mumbai on time. Suddenly the next day 


Vishwaprem completely recovered and left for Mumbai along 
with her uncle. In the afternoon, Swamiji asked me to cover 
him with a blanket. His body was burning with high fever! 
My sister got very worried, but Swamiji just laughed away 
the matter and said, “Let the fever run its course.” | didn’t 
understand anything at the time, it was only later that my 
sister told me that Swamiji had taken Vishwaprem’s fever upon 
himself! 

| remembered how Swamiji used to tell us, Atmadeepo 
bhav — be like a lamp. A lamp illumines others’ paths while 
burning away itself. An incense stick spreads fragrance and 
positive vibrations all around while reducing itself to ashes. This 
is how Swamiji lived his selfless life too. 


After marriage, Ratna got immersed in householder life and 
naturally the close and carefree connection she shared with 
Satyam receded into the background. But Satyam never let 
go his end of the rope. Even in his Rikhia days, whenever 
Swami Dharmashakti came to him for darshan, he never 
forgot asking her about the health and welfare of Ramratan 
and her family... 
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Beyond time and space 

Fernando Sanz was instrumental in inviting Satyam to 
Colombia and set up an organization for spreading the 
teachings of yoga which eventually became the Satyananda 
Yoga Academy of Bogota. He met Satyam in Paris in 1969 
and this is how the meeting happened: 


| met Sri Swami Satyananda as a result of a wide search 
process, both in time and space. Colombia was very far 
away from the possibility of meeting a spiritual master. The 
search lasted no less than twenty-five years and implied 
false encounters and a permanent attitude of scepticism 
and mistrust towards so-called ‘masters’. The last chapter in 
France lasted for six months. When | eventually met Sri Swami 
Satyananda in Paris, | immediately knew he was my guru. 

The first time | heard about Swami Satyananda was through 
a French news program in the 60s. In those days, before a 
film show, a news program was projected in the theatres. 
Swamiji appeared on the screen doing trataka with a candle 
in an apartment in Paris, probably the residence of Swami 
Devatmananda, a French disciple. 


mw: 


With a group of friends interested in the subject we invited 
Swami Satyananda to Bogotá, and he accepted. Ten minutes 
after meeting him in Paris, he accepted me as his disciple and | 
still am. Our relationship is a guru-disciple relationship. Our first 
meeting was at Swami Devatmananda's place. After the first 
greetings, we stood there without uttering a word for twenty 
minutes and after that he wrote a sentence on a piece of paper 
that became my personal mantra. | asked him, “So, you are 
my guru now?” He simply replied, “Yes.” He did not like to 
lose time. Later, | concluded that | had received my first lesson 
in meditation. Even after all these years, | still feel his spiritual 
presence and sometimes even his physical presence .. . 


Fernando accompanied Satyam to many international 
programs and also supported the mission at many levels 
over several decades. He has now retired from active 
professional life and furthers Satyam’s mission by teaching 
yoga to abandoned girls and the elderly. As he mentions, his 
connection with Satyam remains as strong as ever. In fact, 
the strength and depth of his connection transcends time 
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and space. When he visited Ganga Darshan a few years after 
Satyam’s mahasamadhi, very disconsolate because he could 
not have his guru’s last darshan, Satyam appeared before 
him in flesh and blood to reassure and console him! But that 
is perhaps the subject of another tale. . . 


Next to God 


Now I would like to relate about someone whose connection 
with Satyam and yoga came about in a very unusual manner. 
Dadi Bilimoria has now been teaching and propagating yoga 
in Mumbai since the early 70s, and this is how his whole 
transformation came about: 


When | first went to Munger in the 70s | was a grihasthi, and 
still | am a grihasthi. The only transformation is my coming 
into contact with Swami Satyananda. | was introduced to him 
in 1971. He asked me, “Dadi, what is it that you require?” 
so | told him that | was steadily losing my memory. He said, 
“That's all?” | was absolutely amazed. He was about to go on 
a world tour. He said that after that, he would come and solve 
my problem. Within four months, Sri Swamiji called to say he 
was cutting short his tour, and we should collect him from the 
airport. The moment he saw us he said, “All of you, come to 
Munger. | am going to start a kriya yoga course.” | had no idea 
what kriya yoga was, nor had I sat for so many hours in my life. 

Classes started at 3.30 in the morning with Sri Swamiji. At 
3.31 the door would be locked and he would start. During 
the first two or three days my back started giving me trouble, 
everything started giving me trouble, but | had the feeling that 
this was my only solution, because the moment | saw Swami 
Satyananda | knew that he had come to me from the Lord. | 
thought to myself, ‘Just stick to him, come what may, just be 
with him and you will see what he can do’. So to me Swami 
Satyananda was next to God and | still believe that he is next 
to God. 

Once we started, Swamiji told us that within a few days 
we would be able to sit comfortably. After two days | could 
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sit straight through the day, for six to seven hours. That is how 
my training with Swami Satyananda started. It was an intensive 
course and by the time the course was over | started getting 
my memory back, very steadily, and I felt that | had come to 
the place that | had wished for. After this event | never talked 
to Swami Satyananda about it, and he never talked to me 
about it. So | am completely blank as to how it happened. 
Whatever people may say, but to me it is nothing less than a 
miracle in my life. 

Two years later there was a convention in Munger, 
and | was invited two weeks beforehand for seva. Once 
the convention was over | told Swamiji, “| am going back 
to Bombay.” He said, “Just start teaching.” | exclaimed, 
“Teaching? Who do | teach? Where do | teach?” He said, 
“No, just start teaching. Do you know why? Because when 
the swamis go to Mumbai everyone says they have come to 
collect guru dakshina, but when you start teaching they will 
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see that there are householders who can do the same job 
that the swamis do. | tell you, start.” And that’s how | started 
teaching yoga. 


To start off, a friend offered Dadi her place and arranged 
for three students. Once he made a start with these humble 
beginnings, Dadi didn’t look back. Over the years he has 
trained and inspired thousands of students, many of whom 
are now teachers themselves and help him in his mission of 
propagating Satyam’s teachings. 


Tyaga and ananda 

Satyam was not only able to bring back people’s failing 
memories, but also awaken their dim, dormant spiritual 
memories and yearnings. And the magic was not just in 
what he said, but what he was — a blazing symbol of tyaga, 
renunciation, and ananda, pure joy and bliss. It took Ajanta 
Nebhwani a while to come to terms with the fact that the 
two were not mutually exclusive, rather they complemented 
each other: 
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| first met Sri Swamiji in 1981 in Paris. | had been brought 
up in India in a rational, intellectual household. Full of love, 
but we had dispensed with some traditions so | had no idea 
about sannyasins, sadhus and such things. | was studying in 
Paris and a friend of mine insisted that | meet his guru, who 
travelled often to Europe. | kept putting it off and I said, “No, 
| am really not interested.” He really wanted me to meet his 
guru, Swami Satyananda, and so | finally agreed. We went to 
the airport where Sri Swamiji was in transit for a few hours. | 
was eighteen, very conscious of myself, of France and all its 
fashion. While we were waiting for him to come out of the 
arrival gate, | saw a very regallooking Indian monk coming 
out. | looked for my friend but | couldn't find him. Then | saw 
him lying absolutely flat on the airport floor! | had no idea 
what he was doing, | was so embarrassed. Of course, all the 
Parisians were looking on and though they were trying not to 
make too much of a scene, they were shocked at what was 
going on: a young man was rushing to touch this monk’s feet. 
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So that was my first experience with Sri Swamiji. At that point, 
| thought that as soon as we leave the airport, | will never see 
this friend of mine again. Things did not turn out like that, for 
he became my husband! And that is how my association with 
Sri Swamiji began. 

I met him often after that. He would come to Paris, | would 
go to his retreats, seminars, workshops in Europe. | have to say 
| wasn’t a devotional person, yet | was simply overwrought by 
this person. | had never seen anybody like Sri Swamiji before. | 
was so surprised to see someone who had absolutely nothing, 
yet completely overjoyed with all aspects of his life. | was 
always surrounded by people who had everything, but they 
always wanted more and were never satisfied, and there was 
no lasting joy in life. Here was someone who had absolutely 
nothing, and he was so joyous. He had no judgment, he had 
no criticism, he accepted everybody at face value. It was 
amazing. | had never seen someone like that. 


That ‘amazing someone’ 
goaded her to not remain 
content with her role as a 
homemaker, and guided 
her towards spreading and 
sharing the life-giving elixir 
of yoga. He would always 
say to her, “No, it is not 
enough to be a mother. You 
have to work. Don’t just stay 
at home, don’t become a 
housewife. Do something.” 
And eventually Ajanta 
began to take Satyam’s 
message of yoga forward 
by not only teaching yoga, 
but also by writing and 
publishing a monthly yoga 
magazine in Spanish. 
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Inner connection 

Through the inner connection that disciples were able to 
forge with the spirit of Satyam, they were able to progress, 
evolve and do things they may have not considered possible. 
Ignacio Copete from Colombia speaks of such an experience, 
which I reproduce in his words: 


Meeting my guru, Sri Swami Satyananda, was the beginning 
of the most important part of my life. He became my guiding 
light and companion on my spiritual quest. Finding one’s 
guru is both the end and the beginning of a quest. When | 
first saw his picture, sent to promote his visit to Colombia in 
1971, without knowing him | decided that he was the one 
who would guide me. The subsequent meeting some months 
later was extraordinary, but at the same time an event that 
flowed effortlessly. It was for me an experience full of beautiful 
emotional content. He ended up staying at my home during 
the visit, so | was lucky to have close contact with him. 

The second day of his visit | asked him if he was my 
guru and he answered: “Of course, | have given you several 
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signs but you did not understand.” With that, | felt that | had 
completed the most important task of my life, and did not 
ask anything else. That moment was the beginning of a most 
wonderful and fruitful relationship, one that touched all aspects 
of my personality. | was then a young lawyer just out of school 
and Sri Swamiji captured me with his amazing knowledge of 
life, not only from the yogic point of view, but also from the 
scientific, political and practical perspective. | had never seen 
such a complete person - both in the world and outside the 
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world. Later | learned that this constitutes the essence of a true 
paramahamsa. 

At that time, | never thought that life would allow me to 
have a close relationship with such an important yogi. Early in 
his visit, during a satsang, | was sitting listening to Sri Swamiji 
speak in English for fifteen minutes and when he finished he 
pointed to me and said, “Now you translate.” To my surprise 
| could repeat all that he had said. Then and there | became 
his official Spanish translator, which allowed me to have first- 
hand experience of all the teachings that he imparted in Latin 
America. He would always speak for five to ten minutes and | 
could always translate almost word for word. Once someone 
commented to him that | was such a great translator, to which 
he answered, “It is because there is a connection with me; let 
him try that with someone else and see.” 


That connection deepened in the following years and 
decades, and Ignacio contributed a lot to the propagation 
of yoga in South America and in the establishment of the 
Satyananda Yoga Academy there. 
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Every saint has a past, every sinner a future 

I want to end with the story of Srihari, a person who was 
literally lifted from the dumps by Satyam’s grace and whose 
life underwent a complete transmutation by its magic touch. 
Circumstances had driven Srihari into dire straits and he 
had fallen afoul of the law. What happened thereafter is best 
learnt from his own words: 


In 1983 I had sent my son to a month-long children’s camp 
at Ganga Darshan. At the end of the camp all the children 
received an ashram book as prasad. When my son came 
home | took the book from him and began to leaf through it. 
Suddenly | felt that this is the man | have been searching for 
all these years and who can ease my pain and suffering. The 
name of that man was Swami Satyananda. 
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My life was indeed quite painful and difficult in those days. 
There were many court cases against me. | couldn’t even stay 
at home, | was an outlaw, an outcaste from society. While 
away from home | would spend my time reading that book 
by Swamiji. The police was after me. | was not a criminal, but 
yes, | was a hot-headed man who could not tolerate insult or 
injustice. And that had made me a thorn in the side for many 
powerful people who slapped police cases against me. The 
district court even pronounced a long prison sentence and | 
remained incarcerated for many months. 

After a while, when | was out on bail, | began a routine on 
Tuesdays. | would take a bath in the Ganga and offer Ganga jal 
to Ma Chandika at Chandisthan, praying for deliverance from 
my troubles and sufferings. Then in 1984, the Divine Mother's 
grace descended. A yajna had been organized in Indrukh, a 
village near my own, and Swamiji had come there. When | 
saw him I felt my God had arrived and now my troubles would 
be over. There was a deep heartfelt desire to connect to him. 
| stopped going to Chandisthan and started coming to the 
ashram instead. Just as a parent holds out a finger for the child 
to grab and guides him along, so did Swamiji take me under his 
protection and begin to guide and support me. | began to follow 


him with absolute faith and unconditional devotion, and as soon 
as | did that, the knots of my life began untangling one by one. 

| had been sentenced by the Munger court, but the Patna 
High Court acquitted me. All the other cases were also 
dismissed one by one. My faith and belief in Swamiji greatly 
strengthened, and | began to serve him and his mission in 
whatever way | could. It didn’t matter if | lost thousands in my 
personal affairs, but if the ashram suffered a loss of five paise 
on account of me, | felt as if | had committed a terrible crime. 

| began to come to the ashram regularly with my family 
Sometimes we would be called to the 6th floor of the Main 
Building for satsangs or meetings with Swamiji. We would be 
offered mulberry or lichis from the ashram trees and Swamiji 
would shower great love upon the entire family. He would 
hold my little daughter in his lap and let us take pictures with 
him. When Swamiji realized | was a pretty hard-headed fellow 
who would often fight with 
his wife, he asked me, “What 
is your daily routine like?” | 
replied, “Swamiji, | smoke 
ganja six-seven times a day.” 
He didn’t rebuke or chastise 
me, didn’t say anything that 
would hurt my feelings, rather 
he casually remarked that he 
himself used to smoke once 
upon a time. Then he told 
a swami standing nearby to 
arrange for a fifteen day yoga 
course for us husband and 
wife in the old ashram. After 
staying there for fifteen days, 
practising shatkarmas, asanas 
and pranayamas, the taste for 
ganja disappeared by itself and 
since then | haven’t smoked 
even in my dreams! 
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| had a large family to take care of and the social 
circumstances were not favourable. | didn’t get support or 
cooperation from any government officer or local politician, 
and there were times when we would be living hand to mouth. 
When no kind of cooperation was forthcoming from anyone | 
just took Swamiji as my support and guide and started following 
his instructions. | cannot say | followed them 100% but even 
by following 4 to 5% of them my life completely changed. The 
want and poverty in my life melted away, and its place was 
taken by peace, prosperity and happiness, to the extent that | 
can now contribute towards the welfare of others too. 


Though advanced in years, Srihari remains a committed 
supporter of Satyam’s mission, contributing to the ashram 
activities in whatever way he can. He still follows religiously 
the regimen of asana and pranayama that he learnt from 
Satyam. He has a soft corner for the children of Bal 
Yoga Mitra Mandal, who love to come as instructors and 
demonstrators to the many yoga venues he organizes during 
events like the International Day of Yoga. 

Satyam’s grace was like the philosopher’s stone, anything 
it touched turned to gold. Or should I say, blossomed into 
a beautiful lotus, even though rooted in the quagmire of 
worldly life. Despite their worldly duties and responsibilities, 
failures and struggles, Satyam’s householder disciples 
continue to spread the inspiring fragrance of Satyam’s 
teachings. I hope that through these memoirs, gentle reader, 
I have been able to bring out some more of the intriguing, 
inspiring mystery and magic of meeting the master... 


Pe een 
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